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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the Hetfic Anniversary Challenge [and my choice for \'stereotypical heterosexual band fic female 
lead\" was hooker, by the by]. And challenge is exactly what it was. | haven\'t written Het since 199b. That\'s 


ten years of rust | had to scrape away. 


The car rolls to a stop at the end of the kerb. It's black, scrubbed clean and waxed to reflect the dim orange 
light of the lampposts and the neon blue welcome sign of the pub further down the street. Its not an 
unmarked bobby's patrol car. It's too conspicuous. It looks posh. Three men are climbing out, one out of the 
driver's seat, the other out of the passenger side and a third ducking his head as he clambers out from the 
backseat. They have the long hair, leather jackets, and tattered blue jeans of Metal fans. They're like as not 


wearing Maiden shirts. 
Christ. 


Megan stubs out her cigarette on a fire hydrant. Candy's voice is a harsh whisper by her ear. 


"Incoming Metal heads. Do you want | should take all three?" 
"Aye, right? You greedy tart" 
"Just trying to help." 


The third man hovers by the side of the car, hunched into a thick, puffy leather jacket. It's not that cold, but 
he keeps his hands jammed into its pockets. His head turns in their direction He seems to size up Candy, eyes 


roaming from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. 


Megan knows exactly what he's seeing. He sees Candy's careful reconstruction of Marilyn Monroe: Hair dyed 
blonde-the tips curling up in a bob made up of waves and ringlets-her strapless, backless little pink dress and 
open toed heels, toenails painted red. They shift over the edge of her shoes, one size too small so that her 
feet look smaller even as her thighs and her hips plump out, cinched at the waist and every man's gaze 
travelling up towards an ample bosom. She smokes like she's in the movies, fag wedged into a long, black 
cigarette holder as she cocks her head and exhales, eyes hooded. Her eyes are rimmed with blue eyeliner; her 
lashes pulled and curled, her lips a deep, red cupid's bow. She looks more like Mae West than Marilyn Monroe, 
but Candy doesn't like to hear that. 


"I'm Marilyn," she says, pulling her skirt down over her thighs in front of a mirror. She rooms with Megan, 
has done so for almost two years now. She purses her lips and applies lipstick. "Marilyn is more alluring than 
Mae West. Mysterious." She rubs her lips together, then smacks them open. 

"So why do you call yourself Candy?" 

"Marilyn was already taken. By a drag queen. Can you believe it?" 

She stands beside Megan on the sidewalk now, grinding the back of one heel into the asphalt. The motion swings 
out her thigh, her leg rocking back and forth. One of the men perks up at the display. He runs his hands 
through long, ash blond hair and rubs at the back of his neck. He whistles. Candy swings her thigh out wider 
and winks. 

"Hey there, big boy." 

Candy lives in the movies. 

The man who climbed out of the driver's seat rubs his palms over his thighs. He has closely cropped blond 
hair and a wide forehead. Megan catches the glint that comes off a row of small hoop earrings on his left ear. 
He leans in to talk to the third man, gesturing at Candy and Megan. The third man shrugs, looking away. His eye 


catches Megan's once, before he frowns and pushes away from the car. 


"Looks like we each get one after all," Candy says. "That bloke looks right pissed" 


‘Maybe he's a virgin" 


Megan bites her lip to keep from laughing at her own suggestion Candy has no such reservations. She sags 
against Megan's shoulder, her laughter ringing out. It's high and shrill and affected, like her voice. She speaks as 
if she stepped out of a 1%30s talkie. More Mae West than Marilyn Monroe. 


"Hullo, ladies!" 


It's the longhaired fellow. He's sauntering towards them with his hands spread wide. His foot almost catches on 
the edge of the kerb, and he stumbles to a stop. He shakes his head and pushes out a breath that is half 
laughter and half embarrassment. He's drunk Christ, why are they always drunk? Megan wishes she hadn't 
stubbed out her cigarette. She watches the man approach them, arms folded below her breasts. Candy has to 
nudge her side before she remembers to put a smile on her face and to swing her hips out to the side. She 


flips her hair over her shoulder for added effect. 
Friendly. Open. Beautiful. All this and more, you drunken lout. 


He gives Candy a lopsided smile, then sticks out a hand in greeting. Candy wastes no time in taking it up and 


cooing over his fingers. 


"Ooh, the boy wants to say hullo." She places his hand over one breast. He moulds his fingers around it as she 
bends down, arms by her side, shoulders jerking and breasts heaving in a playful shimmy. "Hello, gorgeous,” she 


says. "Do you have a name?" 
"S-Steve." 


She takes his other hand and guides it to her hip. One leg rises and curves over his leg, pulling him closer. 
"Well, Steve," she coos against his lips, "lm Candy, and I'm gonna be very, very good to you." She walks her 
fingers up his chest as she speaks, tapping at his jaw as she presses against him, sliding her crotch up and 


down his thigh. 


Steve looks like he's about to come right then and there. He turns his head and blinks heavy, delighted eyelids 
at Megan, Luckiest man alive, his face says. Look at me. Look at me with this gorgeous woman. Megan smiles. 


Luckiest man alive. Sure. You betcha. 


The blond with the earrings has given up on talking to the third man. He stuffs his hands into his pockets and 
comes up behind Candy and Steve. He frowns at the floor. 


"Hey, look, mate," he says. "Rick says he doesn't wanna do it” 


Steve groans, kneading Candy's breast even as he speaks. "What is his problem? This is supposed to cheer him 


up. 


"Yeah, well, he doesn't want to. He said to knock ourselves out, but that he just wants to be left the fuck 
alone." He shoots Megan an apologetic look. "Sorry for the language. And for my fr-" 


Its all right," Megan says. 
Candy guides Steve's hands off her breasts and pushes him away with a playful wink She makes a great show 
out of straightening out her dress, heaving and primping, her bum shaking and one leg rising in a coy arch. She 


pats her bob into place and puts on a smile, batting her eyelashes. 


"The boy just hasn't seen me yet," she says. "But just wait till he gets a look at me. Shoo boop dee doo, and 


you'll be hearing him moaning and groaning within seconds." 


Her hips swing from left to right as she walks, one hand curved over her hip, the other moving in time with 


the click of her high heels. Her dress shifts and pulls over her ass. She's not wearing any underwear. 


A low whistle comes from Megan's side. The blond with the earrings is shaking his head, grinning even as his 


brows knot together in a puzzled frown. 

"Is she always like that?" 

"Almost." Megan smoothes out her leather mini skirt and places her hands on her hips, cocking her head to the 
side. Her hair, she knows, is hanging long and loose down one shoulder. She smiles, her lips closed. "So, do you 
have a name?" 

"Ph-Kenneth," he says. 

"Well, Kenneth, what would you like me to do to you?" 

She leans forward and runs the tip of her tongue up his earlobe. He shivers. Her hands snake up his chest, 
gathering fabric below them as she guides him toward a wall. His expression is still hovering between a grin 
and a frown as he looks at her. He shifts below her as she runs her hands up his thighs. She rubs her palm 
over his crotch, following the contour of his cock as it begins to harden. 

"Do you want me to touch this?" 

He swallows. 

"Do you want me to-" 


"Oh, shite!" 


Megan pulls her hand away as she hears Candy's voice. It's shrill. Disgusted. She's coming up toward her with 
her lips drawn up over her teeth as she gestures behind her. 


"He's a freak," she says. 

Kenneth tenses, then pushes Megan away. She hears him curse under his breath. He breaks into a jog as he 
comes up to the third man. His voice is pitched low, urgent, his hands held up before his chest as if warding 
off a blow. 

Steve leans back against the wall. He chews on his lower lip as he watches the scene across the street. Orange 
lamplight catches on Kenneth's hair and on the loose, brown curls of the third man. Rick, Kenneth called him. 
Megan strains to hear their conversation. Their voices rise higher and higher with every word, till their 
argument echoes out to them. It bangs against the walls in flat, angry sounds. 

"Fuck you, Phill You knew | didn't wanna do this!" 

| told Steve that. The girl came over to-" 

"She called me a fucking freak That fucking bitch. What the fuck does she-" 


"Rick, just calm down. Please. Please. She didn't mean to—" 


"Oh? Oh, right. Fucking right. Freak's an endearment. It's a fucking compliment. Jesus, Phil. See? This is why | 


didn't wanna come. You arseholes had to bloody drag me out here so that some fucked up bitch can just-" 
"Rick, please. Just-Just calm down" 


Kenneth reaches for Rick's shoulders, but Rick jerks away. One hand rises to push away Kenneth's arms. The 
other flaps out. It's a sleeve. An empty sleeve. 


Megan's insides knot with realization. 

"Christ, Candy, you called him a freak? My God. Why did you do that?" 

"Look at him!" 

"Why did you do that?" 

She doesn't wait for Candy's answer. She doesn't want to hear it, whatever it is. She stumbles as she jogs out 
to where Kenneth and Rick are standing. Her cheeks are burning, her heart beating too fast. She thought she 
knew Candy. She thought Candy knew better than to do something like that. Her stomach feels both hollow and 


heavy as she reaches Kenneth's-Phil's-side. One hand hovers close to his shoulder. 


‘Im sorry," she says. "I apologize for my friend She's-" She finds she has no excuse. Phil is frowning at her. 


His chest rises and falls from the adrenaline of the fight. Beyond him, Rick is panting, teeth gritted as he looks 


away. Megan grips Phil's shoulder. "Please. Don't leave. Give her a chance to apologize. She didn't mean it" 
Rick snorts. 

Megan turns on him. "Please. Just let her apologize." 

His eyes are hard. He jams his hand into his jacket and turns to walk away. "Fine. She can come over here if 
she wants to." He fishes out a cigarette and pinches it between his lips. His back is already to her as he pulls 
out a lighter and puffs the cigarette to life. A thin column of smoke rises into the night air. 


Phil hangs his head. "I'm sorry," he murmurs. 


"Fuck you," Megan snaps. "My friend just called him a freak. What are you apologizing for? | would've knocked 
her teeth in" 


She stalks back to Candy's side. The bloody tart has her legs wrapped around Steve's back. Her words come 
out as squeals and giggles, curls bouncing and eyes bright, as Steve slams into her, over and over. Her heels 
clap together with each thrust. Steve's hands bunch her dress up over her hips and below her breasts. They 
heave and flop about obscenely even as she presses against Steve, pushing her breasts against his chest, 
rubbing her nipples against his T-shirt. 


He's tossed off his jacket. Megan picks it up and tosses it over the fire hydrant. She sinks down on her bum 
beside it, drawing her legs up. The whole street can see her inner thighs and her panties. On any other night, 
she would give a flying fuck. Tonight, it makes her feel dirty and tired and worn out at the edges. She draws 
her hands over her scalp and tries to block out the sound of Candy and Steve. 

‘Mmm. Oh, yes! Big boy! Come on!" 

"Oh, yeah. Oh yeah. Oh yeah.." 

"Fuck me. Fuck me harder, you bastard! Fuck my brains out!" 

She wails and moans and groans and bites Steve's earlobe, leaving lipstick stains as he cries out, a guttural, 
slurred sound that drags across Megan's ears. He's coming into Candy and Candy is crying out as if she were 
a bloody virgin Steve is the luckiest bastard alive. You fucking betcha 

God, she could use a cigarette. 

Steve stumbles out beside her, not bothering to do up his fly or stuff his now limp cock back into his pants. 
He reaches out to steady himself against a lamppost further down the sidewalk and laughs at nothing and at 


no one in particular. His hand waves out circles in the air. 


"Fucking. heaven. Phil. Fucking heaven" 


Phil can't bring himself to look at Steve. Can't bring himself to look at Megan. 
Rick is a dark shape across the street, sitting on the hood of the black car. Smoking. Waiting. 


With a sigh, Megan pushes herself onto her feet. Candy grins as she sees her approach. She tugs and pulls at 


her dress, drawing it down over her thighs and up over her breasts. Her lipstick and eyeliner are srmudged. 


"Bloody good kisser, that Steve," she says. "Can't say the prick is anything to write home about, but boy can 


he use it" She smacks her lips and blows Steve's stumbling shape a kiss. 
"Candy... 


‘Oh, wot? You're not still on about that one-armed bloke, are you? He was a right bastard. | just wanted to 
say hullo and he gets all up in arms." She giggles. "In arms. Good God. In arms." 


"I told him you'd apologize." 
"Oh, shite, Megan, no. He's just gonna scream at me again." 


"You did something wrong." Megan chews on her lower lip. "Look, just go over to him and say you're sorry. 


That's all I'm asking. Then you can do Phil if you like. Or Kenneth, or whatever his name is." 


"The short fellow?" Candy looks across the street at Phil. She licks her lips and adjusts her dress. Her voice is 
flippant as she meets Megan's eyes. "Fine. | apologize to one-arm, and | get shorty." She grins. "Guess that 
means you get to suck off the freak" 


Candy swings her hips as she goes on her way. She flips Megan the bird over her head Megan hopes she'll 
trip before she reaches Rick. She wants to shout out, "You don't even look like Marilyn Monroe!" but the words 


are too heavy in her mouth. 


Her shoulders drop as she looks down at Steve's jacket over the fire hydrant. It's worn and frayed, now that 
she takes a closer look. The elbows have been rubbed almost bare. She picks it up and sniffs at it. Alcohol. 
Cigarettes. A man's cologne. Sweat. She feels inside the pockets. Her hand closes over a pack of cigarettes. 


"Oh thank fuck" 


She twiddles a cigarette aimlessly between both hands as she walks out toward the black car. Her feet seem 
to be guiding her there of their own accord. Candy flashes her a thumbs up as she comes up toward her. For 
a moment, they stand shoulder to shoulder, Candy with a grin on her full, red lips, Megan with her eyes and 
her mind empty. Candy's heels clack click clack over the asphalt and then Megan hears, "Well hello there, 
gorgeous" and she knows Candy's wrapping one leg around Phil's and pulling him close for a long, passionate 


silver screen kiss. 


Rick is working on a new cigarette as she reaches the black car. 
"Get the fuck away from me." 


Megan leans against the hood. She rolls her cigarette back and forth between her thumb and index finger. 
"Candy's right. You are a bastard" The cigarette twirls faster and faster. "Did she apologize?" 


"She not only apologized, she added a new insult to the mix. I'm a one-armed weirdo now. | should join the 
circus." He takes a drag and gazes out at nothing. "I did join the circus," he murmurs. He flicks ash onto the 


floor. 
"War?" 
"A fucking Rock band." 


He doesn't say anything else for a long while. Megan twirls her cigarette one last time, then pinches it between 
her lips. She flicks it up and down in front of her face. The world blurs into black night and red and blue pub 
lights behind the fractured image of the bobbing white cylinder. Rick shifts beside her, then his hand appears 
in her line of vision. He's holding out the lighter. 


As she lights the cigarette, Megan shifts her eyes in Rick's direction The sleeve is between them. It looks 
crude and wrong, just hanging there. It's just stiff, puffy leather. She takes a quick drag off her cigarette. A 
Rock band. She gathers he's the singer. You can't play a guitar one-armed. She slides closer to him along the 


hood. Her breath is warm against her face as she brings her lips close to his ear. 
"Do you want me to fuck you?" 
He says nothing. He exhales and drops his hand between his legs. 


Megan pushes away from the car. She takes one last drag from her cigarette, then crushes it beneath her 
heel. She has long legs. She knows the motion has an effect. She grinds out the cigarette slowly, shifting her 
legs once she's done, taking slow, measured steps toward Rick. She slips one hand below the collar of his jacket 


and brings her lips close to his. 
"Why don't we take this off?" 


He doesn't look at her. His cigarette drops to the floor as she slips a second hand below the jacket and slides it 
off. Her fingers linger over his arm. Her other hand hovers in the air. There's an empty T-shirt sleeve now at 
his side. It hangs down in limp cotton and empty space. She swallows. Her lips brush against his. He closes his 

eyes. She presses her lips against his. Her hand moves up along empty air until it rests against the nape of his 
neck. Its warm. She runs her thumb up and down the muscle there, brushing up against his earlobe. She slides 


her index finger along his jaw, parting his mouth open to slip her tongue inside. She closes her eyes. She leans 


into the kiss, her body rising. 
He doesn't kiss her back. 
"Come on" She whispers into his ear. "Relax. l'm not going to hurt you." 


She kisses her way down his neck, along his throat. One hand rises to wrap around his back, her thigh slipping 
in between his legs. She pushes them further part and presses her knee to his crotch. He shifts beneath her. 
His chest rises and falls sharply. His arm stays by his side. Megan nips at the nape of his neck. He'll come 
around eventually. She slides her free hand below the neck of his T-shirt and rubs her way along his 
collarbone. She stops just before she reaches his shoulder. 


There's nothing beyond that point. 


She draws in her lower lip. She places her hand down over his shoulder, gathering up the fabric of the T-shirt. 
She pulls it down. 


Her eyes are closed. 


It's just skin. It slides by beneath her lips as she follows the curve of his shoulder and then an odd bump. A 
scar. Scar tissue. She keeps her eyes closed and kisses it. She hesitates for a minute, breathing in through 
gritted teeth. She doesn't want to make a sound; his silence won't let her. He doesn't even moan. She takes a 
deep breath. He smells of cigarette smoke and cold leather and charred skin. She forces herself to kiss the 
scar again. It's better this time. Its just skin. Her arms tighten around his back and her tongue flicks out. She 


licks a thin trail up his scar, lapping up her own saliva as she retraces her steps. 

She kisses it. She licks it. She sucks at his shoulder, nipping at the skin. 

She draws back with a sigh and opens her eyes. 

"Well?" 

He doesn't look at her. His fingers twitch, looking for the lost cigarette. He pulls his sleeve back up. 

"You didn't have to do that." 

He pushes away from the car and picks up his jacket. She stands back to let him pass. He tosses one end of 
the jacket over his empty side, then shrugs his arm into the other sleeve. He tosses his shoulders forward, 
settling the fabric over him. His hand hovers over the empty sleeve for one moment, then drops back to its 


side. 


Steve catches up to him at the kerb. He pats his back and grins and Megan hears him say, "Good on ya, mate! 
| saw you with one of the girls. See? Told you this was a good idea. Clears the head" 


Rick says nothing. 

Phil comes up alongside them. His pants are zippered up, his hair has been combed back into place. He buries 
his hands in his pockets and comes to stand in front of Rick. For one moment, Phil looks up at Megan. His 
expression hovers between a frown and a question now. Megan's eyes feel hollow and empty. She doesn't know 
what kind of answer she gives him. He puts his arm around Rick and leads him back to the black car. 

Rick leans into Phil, his face buried against his neck 

The clack click clack of Candy's heels comes up from behind Megan 

"Hey," she says, "we just made 2,000 quid off these gents. They-" Her shoulders drop. When she speaks again, 
her voice is less shrill, less silver screen Its not Candy talking, but Miranda Watkiss, her roommate and her 
friend. 

‘Oh, no. Please, Megan. Please don't tell me you tried to be kind to that freak." 

The car starts up with a rumble and a cough of exhaust and red lights stretching out along the asphalt. It 
rolls down the street. In the backseat, Rick leans into Phil and Phil's arms wrap around him. They never even 


try to look out at where she stands. 


"No," she says. "I wasn't kind at all." 
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